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HE whole thing commenced by the Sultan failing to do so. 


He said he would. The alacrity with which he said hoe 
would was a record performance for celerity and readiness. 
gut he ‘didn’t. 


The Ambassadors pointed out to him that he hadn’t, and that he’d better. 


To which he replied that he would, with all the pleasure in life—nothing would give him greater 


satisfaction. 
But he didn’t. 


Then the Ambassadors consulted with each other, and sent home notes of interrogation to their 
respective governments, and their respective governments sent back notes of admiration and instruction to 
the Ambassadors, and they, respectively, called the Sultan’s attention to the circumstance that he hadn’t 


done so. 


And he said he most certainly would—nothing was further from his mind than any idea of failing 


to do so. His whole existence was eaten up with the intention of doing so. 
But he didn't—with more persevering concentration than ever. And the Ambassadors were nonplussed. 


Then a new Ambassador came on the scene. He was costumed superbly in a parti-coloured garb of 
a by-gone cut, and his approach was heralded by the silvery jingle of innumerable small bells, as the 
approach of the well-fitted ‘‘Hansom” is heralded—and in his hand he carried the staff of power—the 


power of ridicule. 
He demanded an audience of the effete Mussulman, and was instantly admitted. 


In two minutes the Sultan issued the Iradé authorising the passage of the despatch boats through 


the Dardanelles. In ten minutes the brilliant and successful diplomatist was among his confréres 


explaining the means by which he had brought the tottering monarch to a proper state of mind. He 
had simply presented him with the | 


SIXTY-SECOND VOLUME OF FUN. 
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True, if not Strange. 


THaT a lady “in Sassiety’’ took quite a lively interest in Sir 
Henry Irving’s admirable impersonations of the hero of Cervantes’ 
romance because a literary friend of hers was writing “‘ The Life of 
Don Quixote.” This, as the Americans would say, is cold fact. 


Piety and Profit. 


THE pious man a bookstall had, 
Yet to a youth thus spake he: 

‘‘ Those Penny Horribles, my lad, 
Will make your brain get shaky. 

And, if you would not prove a great 
Defrauder, drunkard, killer, 

Beware—ere reaching man’s estate— 
Beware the Threepenny Thriller ! 

Of Virtue’s doors, till life shall end, 
Such trash will prove a locker : 

Renounce, abjure it, O my friend, 
And—Bvy THI1s SHILLING SHOCKER!” 


The Reply Courteous. 


Scene: Gallery door of theatre. Crowd goingin. Old Lady (to 
Cooper who has been pushing ).—‘* Allow me to tell you that you’re 
no man.” 

Cooper (with a smile of infinite sweetness ).—‘* Well, you know, if 
it comes to that neither are you.” 


A Tale of Two Kisses. 


Tue Bikist kist his Mary Jane, 
And, softly murmuring, said: 

“This kiss shall on my lips remain 
Till three long hours have fled! ”’ 


She watched him mount his high, high wheel, 
And journey forth amain ; 

But soon she raised a wrathful squeal, 
And cursed her faithless swain. 


Unto the promise he had made, 
Him false--yes, false !—she found, 

For a brick was on his pathway laid, 
And the Bikist kist the ground! 


Two Words that Sound as One. 


The Greenwich Angel.— Well, my dear, there’s one thing to be 
said, however much one may dislike Smith and r, there’s no 
getting away from the fact that they’re two jolly clever men.” 

The Dulwich Girl.— Yes, Grigster especially is too jolly 
clever.” 





Overheard in a Wayside Inn. 


He wasa sort of oldest inhabitant of the village, and he was 
laying down the law like anything, and he wound up a long speech 
with: “I tell ’ee what et es—whena feller is old—a feller can 
remember things as is past var better than them as ‘asn’t 
’appened!”’ 


‘‘ THERE,” said our own dear Mrs. Malaprop, as she laid down a 
contemporary “‘ just think, during the 18 years ending June 30th, 
1890, no fewer than 1,826 persons were killed by cyclones in the 
United States. Ah! I always said mr was dangerous, and, now 
the girls has took to ride ’em, there be more, notwithstanding 
irrational costumes. There’s milleniums more now.” 


A Ball-room Idyl. 


Ox! this whirl of the mazy dancing |! 
This dream of fair women divine 

And the sparkle of the bright eyes glancing 
Love-looks of light in mine! 


Here we skim o’er the polished flooring 
With lightsome foot and heart ! 

With eyes that are mutely adoring, 
Regretting that soon we must part. 


My arm round this latter-day Venus 
On wings of the waltz we are borne, 
She treads —— and all’s over between us, 
Oh! Christopher! Right on my corn! 


Our party wall is very thin, and this is a fragment of dialogue 
that reached my ears last night— 

Female Voice.—* If you think I’m going to be like your mother, 
you’re very much mistaken.” 

Male Voice.—* M’yes; my mother is an angel in Heaven.” 

F. V.—*“ And you wish I was ?” 

M. V.—“ No, dear, and as you say, you never will be like my 
mother, and——.”’ 

But the voice that interrupted was neither male nor female, but 
bore a suspicious family resemblance to that of a broken tea cup or 


a slop basin. 
She Forgave Him. 


Grace laid down her fork and knife, 
And murmured, rather distantly, 
**T can’t imagine, for my life, 
Why you eye me so persistently |” 
Her sweetheart ‘* While eating, we should 
Be with gratitude to the Giver of Good. 
So, while eating, I thus—don’t be angry, my sweet— 
Concentrate my attention on GRACE BEFORE MEAT!” 


A sotprer’s busby is like our pear-tree—in that it is fur-tile. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be 
returned unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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You will excuse mo if I am a little less intelligible than usual this 
week, and my style is a little less pellucid. But really our drama 
is getting so polyglot that I am arriving at a stage of confusion 
that is positively bewildering. What with French, Italian, German, 
and some of the English spoken on the stage, the average playgoer 
may be forgiven for not quite knowing where he is. For instance, 
with the thermometer (on ice) at 90, one might reasonably believe, 
in some theatres, that one was in Hades. And a Primitive Metho- 
dist would probably tell you that you were. 

Heimat fs the German name of Magda, the play in which 
Signora Duse scored like a theatrical Grace. It is u good deal 
heavier in German, as you may imagine, and there was no one in 
the Ducal Court Company of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha, not to 
mention Mecklenstein-Strelitzburg von Abracadabra, to compare 
with La Duse. Still, it was a very excellent performance all round, 
and Iam personally very much obliged to all of them for enter- 
taining me ia their homely German way. 

Mrs. Patrick Campbell having been rendered hors de combat by a 
bad attack of loss of voice, Fedora has been played by Mrs. Beer- 
bohm Tree with distinguished success. Mra Tree may be a mere 
sapling in popular estimation when compared with Mrs. Campbell, 
but she is a very sturdy and striving sapling indeed, and shows 
every tign of growing into a very fine Tree indeed one of these days. 
So she need not re-pine, or think this is an oaks, I mean a hoax— 
the promise is as plane—or rather plain—as noonday—and though 
I can lilac Ananias when there is any occasion for it, I willow-n 
that I am speaking the truth just at present. 

Having rid myself of these absurd and wholly uncalled-for puns, 
which are really not in the least funny, but which I am expected to 
reel off regularly, I will add a few words about Mrs. Tree’s per- 
formance. It is very fine indeed. A little spasmodic and of 
irregular strength, perhaps; but with moments which show 
something very near akin to genius. Mrs. Tree has charm, and 
that is a great thing; she evidently has the poetic temperament, 
and that also is a great thing. She has not the physique for the 
expression of great passion, and that is a pity; but she plays with 
force and fire and feeling nevertheless. i was delighted with 
her performance, so Mrs. Tree may feel perfectly comfortable about 
her career. 

Returning to the Ducal Court Company, Hansel and Gretel was 
chickweed and grounsel compared with the delicate representation 
it has had in its English dress. Excellent as was the German 
rendering in many ways, it was not within miles of that seen at 
the Gaiety, Princess’s Drury Lane, and the Savoy. It lacked 
poetry, the company Gane race. Yes, England is a great 
country, and, as I am its prophet, the Court Company had better 
give up all thoughts of ever presenting Hansel and Gretel in 
London again. Several of the people were very good—but not so 
good as we had seen before in the English version. 


The Second Mrs. Tanqueray bas returned to town, and has taken 
up her residence at her well-known house in King Street, St. 
James's. Asa matter of fact, it is the third Mrs. Tanqueray, for 
Miss Evelyn Millard has replaced Mrs. Pat. Campbell. It seems 
impossible to speak of any big production nowadays without men- 
tioning Mrs. Pat., who seems to appear in everything in turn, and 
then leave the part to somebody else. Well, if Miss Millard has not 
the subtlety nor the wonderful something that distinguish Mrs. 
Campbell, she plays the part splendiaty and, as she is a 
beautiful woman, the result is altogether satisfactory. She 
does not quite show us the real Mrs. Tanqueray, that weird 
and wonderful woman, but she — us @ highly-finished portrait 
of the lady, and is really very charming altogether. Mr. Herbert 
Waring is now the Captain Ardale, and plays the quondam lover of 
Mrs. Tanqueray, and the present lover of Mrs. anqueray’s step- 
daughter, with a force and a grip the part has never had before. 


JuLy 2, 1895. 


His accession to the cast of the play is of distinct value to it. Mr. 
Wi is wearing better than ever. Mr. Alexander resumes his 
part of Aubrey, and, having no r worlds to conquer just at 
present, ‘goes on conquering the old one with efficacy, despatch, 
and gives general satisfaction. His ts a fine performance. 


So the one and only Miss Ada Rehan is back. Heralded * 
column of gush in the ee Miss Rehan has paid another 
visit to the Old World, and is, I must candidly admit, as wonderful 
as ever. Only why Mr. Daly insists on opening his season with the 
old and worn and threadbare and silly Railroad of Love, I am at a 
loss to know. I wish to goodness there would be a grand smash on 
that railroad. Ada played her old part in her old charming way; 
lifting it out of the regions of German farce into the realms of 
universal art. Only if Daly will insist on keeping this weakly rot 
in his repertoire, I do wish he would keep it for American con- 
sumption. Let us get to the Two Gentlemen of Verona as quickly 
as eer please. These German-American farces are stale, flat, 
and—lI dare swear—unprofitable, in this country at any rate. 

There are other people besides Miss Rehan in the company, but 
Mr. Daly does not andaty insist on the fact. There are Mr. James 
Lewis and Mrs. Gilbert, for example, and two cleverer play people 
I never wish to set eyes on. Only there is no use saying anything 
more about them in the Railroad of Love. We know it all so well. 
Mr. Frank Worthing, an English actor, succeeds Mr. John Drew as 
the young man of the company. He succeeds him but he doesn’t 
replace him. 


Miss Brown has made a hit at the Vaudeville. In fact, this 
New Girl bids fair to rival the New Boy in popularity. I'll tell you 
all about it next week. 

GOSSAMER. 


He was a disappointed backer, and had “two of the very best” 
on the second, who, wilfully misreading the Ascot card, called a 
well-known point in the course ‘‘ The Swindling Turn.” 


CaN anyone give us the address of the asylum from which come 
the Serpentine matutinal bathers for whom the ice is kept broken ? 
(Vide Daily Paper passim). 


Had He Been Under the Lash ? 


A SYMPATHETIC reviewer of ‘‘ The Reminiscences of Salvini,”’ 
nationality obvious, exults in the fact that the great actor “‘ occa- 
sionally wipes up a sidewalk with a dramatic critic.” 


A DREACT Ve Revere a 
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BOWLED=—FOR A DUCK! 











(For Cartoon Verses, see page 4). 
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Bowled for’a Duck. 


Rosesery soliloquises :— 


“Oor!” Well, it’s as well. 
Out! Well, it — have been worse. 
Office, I find, is a : 
Politics simply a curse, 
Bah, let my enemies sneer, 
Laugh at my science and pluck! 
But there’s a sentence I fear 
"Twill be unpleasant to hear: 
“ Bowled for a duck,” 


Yes, without doubt, that’s the point. 
So pointed, indeed, that it pricks. 
Times were maybe out of joint, 
Still, such a at one sticks. 
Primrose, you’ve nothing to show ; 
Though at the wicket you've stuck 
You've played it so fearfully low 
That now you must pack up and go— 
Bowled for a duck. 


When I first shouldered my bat, 
Didn’t my worshippers shout :— 

“Thund’ring good cricketer that! 
He’ll knock the bowling about.” 

“Play!” I stood firm as a rock, 
Put all my trust in my luck ;— 

Though I did nothing but “ block,” 

Still it has come as a shock— 
Bowled for a duck. 


So much for dreams of delight, 
Power, progressive, and place, 
This is a final good-night 
To (would-be) political Grace. 
Ah, sour indeed is the fruit 
That we’re unable to pluck. 
Sorry I cannot dispute 
That I’m (though clever and cute) 
Bowled for a duck. 


Bowled fora duck! Such is life, 
Both for the high and the low; 
Bustle and envy and strife, 
With little or nothing to show. 
Over the grave of my doubts 
Put up an image of Puck 
ianese at ins and at outs, 
While the short epitaph shouts— 
“ Bowled for a duck!” 


Twenty-One Up. 


Many happy returns of the day to John, the son of the only 
Arthur Roberts, who came of age on the 13th inst. There were 
cakes and ale in honour of the event at the Holborn Restaurant, 
but whether the guests celebrated a birthday on the 18th or 14th 
was, with the majority—well, the least bit doubtful. The card said 
“from 9 till 4” and “ supper at 11-30.” But there is no keeping 
up with the passing of Arthur. Hansom! 


Proofs of Insanity. 


Tur father spake with a sigh of pain : 

* Can you give me proofs that my son’s insane ?,”’ 

The doctor in sympathy bowed his head: 

“Ah, yes, I have here twelve proofs,” he said, 

* Of twelve — pomes, w’ ‘ch the brainless pup 
Has penned, and, with vernal vanity, 

Has had (at his own expense) set up! 
Are they not proofs of insanity ?’ 


Granrep that the two figures which stand for the age of the ever- 
adorable Patti (wild horses would not drag them out of us) are the 
correct combination, we are distinctly of o n that, after 
her marvellously fresh impersonation of Violetta at Covent 
Garden, those figures should be reversed. 


We've got a new slavey. And now I know why the large coffee 


oups are called breakfast cups. Even the teacups are now break- 
fast cups, too. 
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THE LATEST CUT. 


Assistant,—‘* Would you like your hair cut any particular style, my boy?” 
Small Boy.—“ Aye, o’ course; cut it like that ere old party, with a round ’ole 


at the top.” 


“Fun’s” Popular Parodyxical Educator. 


No. 9.—THE COSTER’S FAVOURITES. 
By Vircit SHAKESHAFT. 
(With apologies to Mr. Gus Elen.) 


In a ’ouse in Downing Street, where the Ministers do meet 
To settle things connected with the State, 

There a man will live alone, nice and quiet on ’is own, 
Because he’s never chosen for to “‘ mate.” 

As yet he’s fairly young, though ‘is ‘ead is werry old, 

He knows a thing or two of politics, so I’m told, 

His name is Arthur Balfour, he’ll be leader of the ’Ouse, 

And Englishmen will not ’ave then the slightest cause to grouse. 


CHoRUs— 


For he’s jest the sort of leader that the Ouse wants, eh ? 
We’ll find he’s come to stay, when voters have their say, 
As fer as prophecy’s concerned I don’t put on no side, 
But when the next election comes the Rads. will ‘ave to slide. 


There’ll be Salisbury and Jo, ’stead of Rosebery and Co., 
To pilot through the sea our nation’s craft, 

We shall find the sea more “‘kelm” when a man is at the helm, 
And we’ve a ship and not a rotten raft. 

We shall forge full steam ahead where afore we’d only drift 

(The novices from sailors soon the voters will well sift), 

And so when our big vessel is jest to perfection manned, 

She'll steer a clear course and not go “‘ ploughin’ of the sand.” 


CHoRUs— 
That’s jest the sort of ship and crew that’s wanted, eh ? 
O may soon come the day when we can have our way, 
As fer as prophecy’s concerned I don’t put on no side, 
But when the next election comes the Rads. will have to slide. 


Let us hope that we shall not hear of any more such rot 
As Home Rule, Eight Hour, Local Veto laws, 
bas we’ve sounder men in power we shall find the passing 
our 
Will be devoted to some useful course. 
So let us at the turn things have taken all rejoice, 
And to our long deferred joy like one man now give voice, 
The prospect will grow bright and trade will now look up, 
And no more will be heard about “the filling up the cup.’’ 


CHorus— 


And that’s the sort of prospect that is wanted, eh ? 

So vote the proper way—let Salisbury win the day— 

As fer as prophecy’s concerned I don’t put on no side, 

But when the next election comes the Rads. will have to slide. 
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By tHe “ Exrant TERRIBLE.” 


THE new Salisbury Administration has the accent on the “ bury.” 
It has buried the worst Ministry of modern times. The Tory 
Premier has undertaken a big task, that of pulling the Liberal 
chestnuts out of the fire; but, as I have said, he is a fine under- 
taker—he has made the coffin for the Cabine of All the Fads. 


cas a * 


During Rosebery’s rule we have been slap in the face by every 
Foreign Government in turn. With the rquis at the Foreign 
Office the other fellow’s cheek will be turned to the smiter, and 
England may get a lookin. The French have said to us, “‘ You 
Cougo any further aSiam already boss of the show,” and all over 
the world they have got the better of us. Rosebery has left foreign 
affairs in a nice mess for Salisbury; and our only consolation is 
that for that mess we must send them “‘to pot” (tage). 


K * * 


It is rather funny that the Liberal papers that practically 
hounded Mr. Gladstone from office are now among those who 
timidly suggest that it would be better for the Liberal party were 
he to return. But he will do nothing of the sort. He has had 
quite enough of leading the Rag, Tag, and Bobtail party. That is 
a ame yren; Ban, 4 name for them. Their strategy has been 
ragged, they have spoken their “‘ tag’’ and the curtain has fallen, 
and they bobbed down and turned tail to everybody. 


x x * 


Poor Sir Wilfrid Lawson and Company (very Limited) are “in 
the soup,” as our American cousins say. e good old Veto 
Pill was ‘‘ funked ” by the Government to the last, and, rather than 
tackle it, they resigned over what they themselves call a ‘“‘ trumpery 
question of ammunition.” Trumpery it may be, but we hold the 
trump. The staff of Fun, at least, can say “ Veto-ld you so.” 


* * * 


Sir William Harcourt once spoke of gence, 2 stewing in his 
own juice.” The teetotal fanatics are now Wilfrid—which is 
meant to be pronounced “ well fried.” The Liquor Traffic Control 
Bill became so uncontrollable that it had to be “‘ shunted,” and now 
the whole Radical train is on a siding. If I had my way it would 
bave been run over an embankment long since. 


% * 


I have a certain amount of sympathy for Mr. Campbell-Banner- 
man--he was the best of the whole lot. But, Banner man or no 
Banner man, he couldn’t carry the flag to victory over the ammuni- 
tion question, and so the Campbell is not coming, but going; and 
that, politically speaking, is a good thing too. 


cd « « 


The Welsh party were almost entirely absent from the fatal 
division. Carelessness is hardly a Welsh rarebit—I mean habit—so 
it seems that they must have absented themselves on pu » v 
curious indeed. Was all this talk of disestablishing Churc 
mere bunkum ? 

* * , 

Seriously, just fora moment. If we are in for seven years of 
Unionist Government there won’t be any more talk about dis- 
establishing the Welsh Church. The Establishment is the one 
religious body making oe in Wales, and that is why the 
Nonconfcrmists were in such a hurry and wanted to get it crippled 
without delay before it got too strong for them. 


-FUN. 5 


That is a funny thing that happened in Oklahoma the other day. 
Oklahoma, you may know, is a new United States “ yy 
just opened to settlers. Consequen cS 
rough. Alva is the name of a to and at Alva J on 
and a jury had to try George Parker, c 
and ly to the common , 
























: the prisoner. Thej 
matter without leaving the box. Then they found that the prisoner 
had not been drunk, or disorderly, or too free with his revolver. 
Moreover, they added that the judge had frequently been both, 
and was drunk even atthe moment. They therefore recommended 
that he should pay the cost of the present trial. And he had to. 
Nice place, Oklahoma. 


* « * 


Havejyou read about that scene that took place the other ~~ by 
& Primitive Methodist gathering in a Yorkshire town? It 
become mooted abroad that the circuit minister had been seen 
bidding for a decanter at an auction sale. As this decanter, it was 
alleged, had once formed a portion of the properties of the local 
theatre, the utmost indi on prevailed. ‘‘ Are we to understand,” 
remarked one of the chapel committee, “that our minister is the 
only one who is not a teetotaller among us?” The minister 
blushed, and explained that the vessel was not required for the 
ested. ‘I strongly object,” then said the circuit steward, 
“to our ter purchasing a decanter of any kind, but it is truly 
lamentable to learn that he is in possession of a liquor bottle that 
once belonged to a theatre.” The unfortunate man had nothing 


left but to promise to rid himself at once of the pestilent thing. 
Did you ever? 





And here is a little song to wind up the meeting :— 
THE PAST IS DEAD. 
The past is dead and gone, "tis true; ah, yes, 
We live but in the smiling present ; 
Old kisses are forgot, the new caress 
Is novel and is far more pleasant. 
What matter if the past a promise holds? 
A promise easily is broken; 
Oblivion that awkward time enfolds 
And mem’ry keeps of it no token. 
( Refrain.) 
The fairest rose that blossoms 
Lives but for one short hour; 
Then, drooping, it is cast aside, 
For faded is the flow’r. 
So fades an hour’s brief gladness, 
Its sweetness quickly cloyed ; 
But the moment that is passing 
Has pleasures unalloyed. 
The past is dead and gone; no matter then 
If last year’s vows remain unheeded ; 
For maids are born to be the sport of men, 
Each year a fresher face is needed. 
Tis right that she should pay with years’ despair 
The price of some sweet hours of rapture ; 
*Tis right that he should know no grief nor care, 
But lightly make another capture. 


(Refrain.) 
The fairest rose, etc. 


Doubt Dispelled. 


Arter Mr, Hall Caine’s impassioned speech to the Booksellers, 
wholesale, retail, and for exportation, who can any longer question 
his right to the title of The Great Boomster? 


Actors. 
Ir art and inclination should stand 
Like champions i . 
“ Hang art!” cry of the acting band. 


With art and inclination hand-in-hand, 
“ We'll die—but be artistic.” 


Domestic. 


Mrs. Bicker.—“‘ But you have such an immense belief in you 


own judgment, my love!” 
Mr. B.—“* No, my angel, I haven’t. Not since I married you. 
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Pleasures and Palaces. 


Sever of the music hall staves—I presume “staves” is the 
lural of staff ?—have been taking ‘‘ outings” lately. Mr. Edward 
wanborough, the—shall I say “‘ popular manager ’”’ of the Pav.? I 

will say it. It requires some courage to be original now-a-days, but 
I am not a very nervous man, so I'll risk it. I will say it. The 
“ — manager ”’ of the Pav. took his little lot (about 90 of ’em) 
to Hastings the other Sunday. The Tivoli contingent have been 
sampling the river as far as Windsor, and monkeying on Monkey 
Island, and the Foresters lot went to South Wheal (I thought 
Foresters always went to the Crystal Palace!) They strike me as 
an excellent notion these “ outings,’”’ so I’m having my innings this 
week. I’m taking a holiday from the halls (they can have it back 
again on applying at the office of this paper between the hours of 
25 and 1 a.m.) 

I'm taking a holiday for more reasons than one. The “one”’ is 
that I like it. I don’t know how or why it is, it’s one of those 
things you can’t explain, but I really do like a holiday. Another 
thing is, I'm afraid people will begin to fancy that I am in the 
habit of frequenting music halls. I shouldn’t like that idea to get 
aboutat all. [t might do me a lot of injury. I am the only nephew 
of an aunt living at Clapham (on the proceeds of several estates 
who would feel hurt about it. I should hate to give the dear ol 
lady any trouble, and I’m sure she would be at the bother of writing 
her will all over again if she though I frequented music halls. 

But I don’t frequent thema bit. I seldom visit more than two 
or three in the course of a week—say four, to prevent argument— 
and even then I skip one of the turns occasionally. Besides, I go 
purely as a matter of business. You can’t think how purely I go 
that way, in the execution of an irksome duty, which has to be 
mitigated with cigars and irrigated with diluted intoxicants. To 
attend such resorts for the mere pleasure of the thing I consider 
deplorable. I feel one ought not to like that kind of entertainment. 
If anybody thinks I visit them too much they ought to remember 
that iliarity breeds contempt, and absence makes the heart grow 
fonder, so I like to familiarise myself with what goes on in these 
places, just to keep up my contempt, and not to absent myself too 
much, just to keep down my fondness. Ii I find my contempt 
weakening or my fondness growing, I shall feel myself bound 
to go every night. It will bea painful necessity, but I shall not 
shrink when the time comes, I am determined to root out all such 
unhealthy cravings. 

Just to give the thing a tone, however, I may as well mention 
that the Alhambra wrestlers (now appearing at the more sensible 
half-hour of 10-30) have taken a good grip of the public, and go 
down splendidly before them, This looks like a paradox, but, 
bless you, J don’t care! They are still appearing nightly, although 
Barello and Millay have “ taken them off” at the Empire. 

THe County CouncILior, 


He’d Had Some. 


THEY named, as thry talked together, 
The viands they liked the most; 
And Brown asked Robinson whether 
He had ever tried quail on toast. 


Quoth Robinson, pale as a ghost, 
“I did, when my business was failing, 
"Twas my creditors had me ‘on toast’; 
It was I that performed the qualing! ” 


Mopern Provers.—Peruvian bite is wore than peruvian bark. 


Jouy 2, 18965. 
















































A Tale of the Past. 
A tona’time ago, Mary’s husband was, oh, 


Such a y and prudent young man; 
But, as love is oft reckless, he bought her a necklace, 
And that’s how his troubles began. 
It was such a beauty ; he’d felt it a duty 
To purchase the best he could find. 
Its beads were of pearl, and looked almost like real, 
And it closed with a clicker behind. : 
Well, you all will agree it was fit some should see it, 
And envy the lucky donee, 
So they sought the Casino, where others that we know 
Once went to be seen and to see. xs 
The music and glare and the scent-laden air a 
Made Mary so thoughtless a girl, a 
That, a dapper young dancer saying ‘‘ Will you?” she sans cer- 2 
Emonie took part in the whirl. 
To make the tale brief, her commander-in-chief, Be | 
When back to their diggings they went, a 
That night in their chamber did nothing but blame her 
For dancing without his consent. 
For the necklace was gone, and the dress she had on 
Was nearly torn off from the gathers, 
While, to make matters worse, she was minus her purse. 
And a watch which had once been her father’s. 
I must add with some paiao to “ the rooms” oft again 
She repaired, to her husband’s chagrin, 
Her aim, I suspect, less to look for her necklace 
Than to dance with some dapper young man. 
But the Author-i-tees said temptations like these 
No longer young folks must assail ; 
So that, thanks to the beeks, for such rooms one who seeks 
Now seeks without any avail. 
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UP TO HIS TRICKS. 


Policeman.—“The next time I catch layi here I'll 
take that whip and top off you!” jopegnaleppeyas 
Tommy.—' Crickey, Bill! ’e wornts to play ’isself!”’ 
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Thursday, June 20th.—To the Royal Institute of Painters in 
Water Colours. 


Here we are in the habit of seeing the two extremes, the best 
and the worst. The best and worst exhibitions, and the best and 
worst works in these exhibitions. 

Now they are showing studies by the members of the institute 
alone. I won’t say that this is one of the worst exhibitions, for it 
most assuredly is not, but there’s a best side to it and a worst, and 

he one reflects upon and shows up the other. 


Amongst a number of inferior water coloursaye have some really 
good paintings. 

Most are unfinished—some are mere attempts. 

To forget the worse and speak only of the better. 

Mr. John Fulleylove’s ‘‘ Arch of Titus, Rome,”’ shows that city 
bathed in anything but a theatric sunshine, and architecturally 
true. But, somehow or other, the whole seems a little stiff and 
staring. Fulleylove is happier in Paris. His ‘‘ Place de la Con- 
corde”’ is in front of the “‘ Arch of Titus.” 


An unfinished sketch, by A. W. Weedon, pleases the eye the 
more and more you look at it. It is called ‘‘ The Valley of the 
Arun, from the Downs.” Further work would have spoilt it. It 
leaves just sufficient to the imagination. On this account, of 
course, it would not appeal to all, for all have not imagination, but 
Weedon has, and mine’s the same as his. 

Sir James D. Linton in oils is one thing, and Sir James D. 
Linton in water colours is another. Pesiee Gin in water colours. 
Very sweet is his ‘ Oynthia,’’ and attractive is his “ Study of 
Bianca.” 

So much for the R.1.P.W.C. 


Friday, June 21st.—All the way to Darlington to see the Royal 
Agricultural Show. 

Darlington, the once-upon-a-time pokey little village, is now a 
flourishing commercial town. 

Seventy years ago George Stephenson drove a luggage along its 
single line of rails. The tonnage numbered a hundred, and the 
time to drag it along eight and a-half miles was sixty-five minutes. 

296 trains stopped at Darlington to-day. 

But to the Royal Agricultural Show. 

It now visits Darlington—for the first time. Mr. Arthur Pease, 
an old stager in such matters, placed, gratuitously, his picturesque 
ground at Hummersknott at the disposal of the society. 

In the implement yard is to be seen a new machine—the 
vibromotor. It is a machine constructed to screen others from 
harm, to keep the dust out, and, in some cases, add to the power. 
It works in all but a noiseless fashion, and is very nearly un- 
wearable out. 

This is the only new;,thing about the show. For the rest there’s 
the Agricultural Hall. 
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Saturday, June 22nd.—To the fag-end of the 24-hour cycle race. 
At Putney Velodrome. For unlicensed riders. Dreadfully exciting. 
Record broken. Also blood-vessels. Also machines, Also men— 
on the wheel. And others’ fortunes and what-not. Next to horse- 
racing give me cycling. 

It is a the dlelaase, but the pace that kills. Fontaine discreetly 
held back, and subsequently won in magnificent style. 

Monday, June 24th.—To the second performance of Mendelssohn's 
“H of Praise.” It may be judged how popular this fine work 
is w no less than 19,000 mustered to hear it. It surely stands 
next in popularity to “‘ The Messiah.” 

Artistes were—the ever-youthful Albani, Clara Samuell, and Lloyd. 

The chorus was great in more ways than one. 

The “Hymn” was followed by a selection. It was Jack after 
gentleman, or Jill after lady. The selection might well have 
played the people in. 

Am not sure it didn’t play ’em out. 

And yet it was really very good losing some of its worth, as it 
did co after, a long way after, the “‘ Hymn.” 

It included Sullivan’s ‘‘In Memoriam” and the final chorus of 
the same com r’s ‘* Te Deum.” 

Meyerbeer’s ‘‘ L’Etoile du Nord” followed, and followed that 
“Sleep, Gentle cov which was something superfluous, seeing 
that many gentle ladies were sleeping. 


From the Thirteen Club. 


THE superstitious sav 

That they could make no sadder 
Mistake by night or day 

Than walking under a ladder. 


Yet under it to walk 

Is a boon they all should covet ; 
For the treacherous roof might trip their feet, 
And hurl them down into the street, 

If they tried to walk above it! 


Oxp Paltryman is so mean about his headgear that his acquaint- 
ances say to him when they meet, ‘‘ You are mean-ian hatrocity |” 


PICTORIAL PLAYS. 
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For Refined, Delicate Palates. 


BIRD'S 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
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Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


| 
NO EGGS REQUIRED. 
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| English Manufacture, 
| Absolutely Pure.” 


—The Analyst. 
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“Pure” Foreign 
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Viatinold, &e. Sold everywhere 


Sole Manufacturers : 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD 


London Office: 8t. George's House, Easteheap, E.C, 













and Brilliantly polishing Brass, Copper, Tin, Britannia Metal, 
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A STORY OF WATERLOO (WITH VARIATIONS). 
Porter.—“ Last train just gone, sir; mext one hour an’ forty-five 
minutes !”’ 


A Peep into Newness. 


“The Psychological Supply Association Limited is prepared to 
supply, on the shortest notice, subjects for diseection, carefully 
selected, contracts to large consumers. Strictest confidence. Box 
019, Daily Stentor Office.” 

The above was the somewhat remarkable advertisement that 
caught my eye asI lazily scanned the columns of my Daily Stentor, 
and at the same time devoured a devilled fowl's leg. It was at the 
dawn of the twentieth century. I was, and would like to be still, 
an old-fashioned man, but the revelations which ensued on my 
applying to Box 019 effectually knocked all lingering remnants of 
mediocrity out of me. 

In reply to my note there arrived a little printed form requesting 
me to call at the offices of the Association, in a fashionable part of 
Kensington, and state my wants, when the Association would do its 
best to fulfil them. This did not convey much to my mind, it might 
just as well have referred to knitted hose or false teeth, so I deter- 
mined to investigate. 

On my arrival I was ushered into a faded artistically furnished 
boudoir, where, after waiting for about ten minutes, I was joined 
by a faded artistically furnished woman, who asked me in a languid 
drawl what kind of subjects I thought I should require. This 
flummuxed me, but took the best way out of it by inquiring what 
subjects she had in stock. ‘Oh, we have really all kinds, you 
know. We supply nearly all the lady writers in society. So you 
may judge our stock is perforce somewhat varied.”’ 

I said, “ Oh, indeed!” simply because I didn’t know of anything 
else appropriate to the occasion. 

“* Yes,” she continued, ‘in confidence I may tell you we have 
supplied all the subjects for ’ Upsilon’s’ last novel—Mrs. Doubtfulle 
Smythe’s, you know. But, there, perhaps the best plan will be for 
you to take one of our catalogues and glance through it. You'll 
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excuse me fora minute, there’s one of our drunken Norwegians 
come, they are such a nuisance.” 

And madame glided out of the room, leaving me to peruse 4 
dainty volume with one of Mr. Beardsley’s designs on the cover. 

Department A—Women with One or More Pasts.—(1) A lady 
who married twice, but got divorced on principle twice, with taste 
for drugs, can swear in three languages. Specially recommended 
by the author of “ Somes Gestures and a Word or So.” Terms, two 
guineas a book. 

Dep. B (6).—A very bad man, warranted to be essed of ten 
distinct and uncommon vices. Suffers from chronic rheumatism. 
Has had D.T.’s six times. : 

(10a). An ex-ballet girl of great experience. Married several 
times. Takes arsenic. Is possessed of unbounded femininity. 
Large fund of anecdotes, warranted unprintable. 

(30F). Disengaged after publishing season. Lympthatic i. 
Not particularly good at anything. Has been written up to by five 
mye novelists as ‘“‘The Living Paradox, ‘The Celibate Man,” 
‘ The Diseased Sanitary Engineer,” and “ The Prophet of the New.” 

These few entries specially attracted my attention, and I was just 
pondering as to what I was to do when the pale lady returned, and, 
sinking into a chair, with a weary sigh exclaimed, ‘ Those horrid 
police have come round again for my most charming bigamist. 
What an nncivilised place this London is!” 

I said it was, and tken I know not why, but I began giving an 
extensive order. A wicked duchess, a poetic costermonger, and 
three drunken husbands, and goodness knows what all. When 
should I require them? Oh, as soon as possible. Where would I 
prefer to have them sent? Acacia Villa, Brixton (the residence of 
my landlord). With an unholy chuckle I bade Madame farewell, 
and, striding forth, tripped up on a stair rod and found myself—on 
my own hearthrug with one of “ Upsilon’s’’ novels on my knee. 
The fire was nearly out. What a time I must have slept. 


Twelve Hundred Times Shy. 


OncE on a time—forty years back, at least— 
I detected a counterfeit blind man, 

Yet not till the charlatan’s hand I had greased 
With a penny—lI aye was a kind man! 


Aud the ‘‘ capture ’’ has saved me a fiver since then, 
I’ve refused, though the kindnest of kind men, 

To give a like gift to twelve hundred poor meu 
Whom I knew for a fact to be blind men! 





Patti's Diamonds. 


Um—well, as watchless as they were multitudinous, but not 
more brilliant than the precious tones of her lovely voice. 


_ BETTER AND BerrerR.—A man was brought up last week for keep - 
ing a house open for the purpose of gambling, and his brother—for 
“ aiding and a-betting.”’ This is as it should be. 
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NEXT WHeeK’s “Pun” 


WILL CONSIST OF A 


PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED 


HENLEY DOUBLE NUMBER. 


ONE PENNY. 
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If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ““HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please — 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to : 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” : 
do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Be 


* 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


ss 


Eby 


&.2 





rAT. LtAPrC 





